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Yet why are they born to roam and die ?
Can their beauty answer thy query, 0 soul ?
Nay, nor that of hopes which were born to fly,
But whose pinions the common and coarse day
stole.

Like that region of grassy hills outspread,
A realm of our thoughts knows days and nights
And summers and winters, and has fed
Ineffectual herds of vanished delights.
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